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had a week or two before Ray would show up in San Diego, so I mostly 

holed-up in my room upstairs and put together the fourth issue of Enquirer. The main features were interviews 
with Zack and Porcell. I see these as the first noticeable examples of what would become a rather nasty habit for me 
as the zine’s editor: bending words to obscure points I didn’t like and favor points I did like. 
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For example, I report Zack as saying: “I think leading a spiritual life means casting away and putting aside the 
physical nature in life, and the intellectual nature in life. But actually it’s using all three of them . . . And spiritu^ 
like...” 



Follow 



What kind of editing is that ? 

Knowing Zack, and having the benefit of hearing his voice directly, it was pretty ob 
say: that spiritual life isn’t something you have to throw away your material life for; 
integrated, complimentary, and mutually nourishing. If I was actually editing to rna 
I would have written it like this: “I don’t think ‘leading a spiritual life’ means you h; 
intellectual aspects life. I think it means combining all three aspects of life: physical, inti 
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Get every new post delivered to 
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But I didn’t like that point, so I intentionally made it very vague and confusing. I didn’t like it because it seemed to 
go against my agenda for “dedicating myself completely” to Krishna consciousness. 



The really strange part, though, is that Zack’s message of integrating the spiritual and material aspects of life is 
exactly the same message Krishna himself delivers in the third and fifth chapters of Bhagavad Gita. I didn’t know 
that at the time, though. At the time, my knowledge of Krishna consciousness did not mainly come from direct 
statements in Sanskrit scripture, it mainly came from the way that the (mostly) western young men of ISKCON 
comprehended and practiced those statements. They definitely did think we should throw away everything - physical, 
intellectual, and otherwise - to join the temple and “devote ourselves completely to Krishna,” and they certainly 
weren’t shy about letting me know that I should do the same, asap. Why would I suspect that the devotees of the 
Krishna consciousness movement might not perfectly understand Krishna’s advice? Why would I suspect that they 
might see me almost as much as a resource as a “spirit-soul,” and that their very practical personal and institutional 
ambitions might seriously color their comprehension of Krishna’s actual advice? 



In any case, coming back to the zine, I didn’t always rely on unethical editing. More often I took a softer tact and 
simply steered the interviews clear of controversy and straight into subjects I knew we had no disagreements about. 
For Zack this involved the role of spirituality as a vehicle for non-violent social change, and the shitiness of the 
modern television-culture society that pressures the youth to conform to their hollow norms. It was basically the 
same topic for Porcell. Yes, we spoke briefly about how happy he was that Ray found something he can really get 
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into (Krishna), but mostly we focused on how useless modern materialistic society is. 

Editorially, this is a lot like being a Martian and interviewing an Earthling who agrees that white is lighter than 
black, to promote an underlying message that Earthlings believe the same things Martians do, and love Martians. 
“See,” was my unspoken message, “Super cool dudes like Zack de la Rocha and John Porcelly believe so many of 
the same things we Elare Krishna’s do. So, basically, they pretty much love us. So you should love us, too.” 

- Excerpt from an early draft of 

Train Wrecks and Transcendence: 
A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 



Share this: 




More 



By Vraja Kishor [VrajaKishor.com] 
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Posted on August 6, 2015 1 Comment 

600 Bucks on an Airplane 
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sat next to Zack on the plane back to So Cal, counting money. I had sold 

about 200 zines for 2 bucks each, and Inside Out had sold some shirts and Shelter had paid us something from 
the tour, so altogether I made about $600. 1 put it all back in its envelope and put that envelope in the seat pocket in 
front of me. We were all pretty jazzed that we had made any money at all from doing something so fun. 



I fell asleep. 

We landed in LA. Mom and dad picked me up at the airport, and we drove Zack back to his mom’s apartment in 
Irvine. On the way, dad asked if we made any money. 

“Yeah!” Zack and I said. 

“He made a lot more than me,” Zack said, “Because he’s a ‘zinester. You should’ve seen him selling those zines. 
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You would’ve been proud, he was really hustiin’ out there.” 

Meanwhile, as everyone laughed, I checked every pocket and looked into my big shoulder bag from India (got it 
from the devotees on tour I guess) trying to remember where I had put the envelope with the cash in it. 

You know that feeling when there is some possibility that something went wrong, and you slowly realize that its not 
just a “possibility”? 

“Oh fuck.” I announced, attempting to eloquently sum up the entirety of the issue without having to actually say 
what happened. 

“What happened?” dad asked. 

I really didn’t want to say. So I just said, “...shit...” 

“You lost the money?” dad asked rhetorically. 

“I lost the damn money.” 

“You left it on the plane?” he asked. 

“I left it on the plane,” I groaned, “in the freaking seat pocket.” 

Everyone groaned. 

“How much was it?” dad asked. 

“Six hundred.” 

“Six hundred dollars ? !” 

“Six hundred dollars.” 

“Wow. I’m impressed.” he said. 
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“You’re impressed that I lost six hundred dollars?” 

“No,” he said, “I’m impressed that you made six hundred dollars.” 

Zack started laughing. 

“Four hundred from zines,” I explained. “Eight hundred from the tour and shirts, split four ways. So six hundred 
altogether.” 

There was silence for a few moments. 

Then Zack cracked a joke, “Hey, now / made more than you!” 

Everyone was laughing. Me too. I didn’t give a damn that I lost six hundred dollars. I just felt embarrassed to be so 
obviously distracted and irresponsible. My head was still up in the clouds, flying in a holding pattern. There was no 
schedule for its landing, no gate for it to pull up to. I was becoming a Hare Krishna. It was just a matter of a few 
weeks ‘till Ray would show up in San Diego with a van and some people to play drums and bass, and then I would 
become one of them and exit the material world. 

How could I possibly focus on anything else? 



An excerpt from the first draft of 

Train Wrecks and Transcendence: 
A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 

by Vraja Kishor 
V raj aKishor . com 



Share this: 
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Why I quit Inside Out to join Shelter 
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housands of people quit one job for another, and tons of people quit one 

band for another, but usually they do so because they think they are getting into a better job, a better band. 
Quitting Inside Out for Shelter wasn’t like that - it felt like an artistic downgrade, and was a severance from my 
family, the end of my education, and a permanently shut zipper on my pants. 
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To play in Shelter I would live with Shelter. We weren’t sure yet exactly where that would be, but it wasn’t going to 
be Southern California. That meant no more living with or near mom and dad. But I was almost 20 years old, so it 
wasn’t hard to convince myself that moving away from home was completely normal... 

To play in Shelter I would have to quit college, which went a long way towards killing whatever hopes I might have 
one day had for mainstream employment and financial stability. But then I never really even knew what I wanted to 
be when I grew up anyway. . . 

To play in Shelter I would become a brahmacan living in temples (whenever I wasn’t living in a van). “ Brahmacan ” is a 
Sanskrit term Hare Krishna’s use mainly to indicate someone who is asexual, celibate. Oh well, not a big deal - to 
be honest. I had already given up on Marianne in favor of Krishna, and, with the exception of Serena in high 
school, I had never had any other girlfriends or even much flirting. Giving up girls was like giving up a million dollar 
bill I didn’t have . . . 

So, the hardest part of joining Shelter was quitting Inside Out. Yes, everyone knew Shelter would be an extremely 
popular and important band, but Inside Out was already very popular and important and it wasn’t too hard to 
imagine that we would soon wind up at least as popular as Shelter. After all, Zack was, at least in my mind, a far 
better singer and song-writer, and Inside Out had members like Alex Baretto, one of Hardcore’s all-time best 
drummers and all-around musicians, while Shelter didn’t even have a permanent drummer or bass player at all. 

So why did I do it? 

Because I just didn’t care about which band was artistically better, or destined for more popularity and success. All I 
wanted, with all my heart, was to be a Hare Krishna. Fully. Completely. Absolutely. 

But why? Why was I so in love with Krishna that I bent over backwards to almost obliterate everything else in my 
life for his sake? 

It’s surprisingly hard to answer. 

In a sense there was no “why” - it was simply a reflex. But even reflexes have roots . . . 
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Since I was old enough to think, I didn’t think much of the world that presented itself to my five senses. Lots of little 
boys get into dinosaurs, but most of them do so because dinosaurs are huge monsters with big teeth. That wasn’t 
why I loved dinosaurs. I loved them because they were unreal; they didn’t exist anymore. After dinosaurs I became 
obsessed with with whatever it was that might exist beyond the blue sky - out there in the stars, far away from this 
plastic and boring world of humans. Then I became completely fascinated with high fantasy: Lord of the Rings and 
any half-decent knockoff thereof, and Dungeon’s and Dragons and the emerging genre of computer-based fantasy 
role playing games. I never had much interest in anything real, or, better put, in anything common or obvious. 

The closest I came to normal boyish obsessions was little-league baseball. I hated the other sports - so brutishly 
warlike, muscle bound, or just pain exhausting. Even baseball wore off before I got out of elementary school, and I 
studied piano instead. Piano was dull, so from junior high, I got into subculture - the unreal, unseen, uncommon 
social groups. It started with BMX freestyle, morphed to Skateboarding, and from there, as I went into high-school, 
transformed into punk, hardcore, and eventually hit the zenith: Krishna. 

Maybe now I can answer the question, Why did I throw so much away to become a Hare Krishna? Well, because I 
didn’t feel like I was throwing anything away. No one asks why you take out the trash. Everyone knows trash is stuff 
you don’t really need, and you get rid of it when the opportunity presents itself. Trash is stuff without value, and for 
me, nothing normal had much value. Maybe that’s part of why becoming a Hare Krishna felt so simple, natural, 
reflexive, and unavoidable. 

But why did I wind up a Hare Krishna instead of in some other subcultural, trans-realistic, quasi-culty group? What 
was it about Hare Krishna, specifically, that attracted me? 

It wasn’t Krishna, the person. Not at first. That came a few years later, in Vrndavana, India. 

One thing that captivated me was the “revolution” of it all. I wanted to be different - not because I was silly and 
shallow, but because everything was silly and shallow and I wanted to be different. Stopping short of abject lunacy, I 
couldn’t imagine anything much more different than the Hare Krishna’s. That really appealed to me. 

And there was something philanthropically attractive about it, too; I felt that the Hare Krishna’s could really change 
the world for the better. There’s irony to that since it was obvious that they couldn’t even manage their relatively tiny 
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society without obvious and explicit exploitations and sexism. Yet still through the Hare Krishna’s I came into touch 
with Vedic culture and thus with concepts that seemed capable of making the world such a better place. 

That sort of thing always mattered to me, ever since I can remember. When I was a kid, my parents took me into 
New York City for the first time. I started sobbing in the back seat of the car, looking out the window and the 
endless ugly, stupid nicknames scrawled all over the walls of beautifully carved buildings - symbolizing everything I 
instinctively knew made the world such a dangerous shithole. Humans were turning a beautiful universe into 
something selfish, ugly, and hellish. Krishna philosophy appealed to me because it seemed to cry over the same 
things I cried over, and it seemed to present reasonable and deep solutions. Well, not “solutions,” because nothing in 
the external world can ever be completely solved , but the Vedic philosophy presented remedial measures that seemed 
sure to make the world a much better place than any other proposed revolution I had ever encountered. 

But the real clincher was the logic. That might sound strange, since Hare Krishna’s as a majority are hardly the most 
logical, systematic thinkers you’d hope to meet, but they exposed me to Vedantic and Upanisadic culture - with its 
use of rigorous logic to communicate metaphysical topics so far outside the common purview of logic. This was just 
so attractive, so sexy, such a turn on. The idea of being able to answer questions was just so tempting, so irresistible. 

Sanskrit and the wizard robes didn’t hurt either. 

I needed to “become a Hare Krishna” (whatever that exactly meant, and why-ever that seemed to absolutely 
necessitate me abandoning my current situation to live in a temple, wear strange clothes, and so on). I needed to 
become a Hare Krishna, and Shelter was the perfect opportunity. 



— Excerpt from a draft of 

Train Wrecks and Transcendence: 
A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 

by Vraja Kishor 
V raj aKishor . com 



Did I just Insult Raghunatha / Ray Cappo? My thoughts on it. 
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ay Cappo was on the east coast getting Shelter ready for the hordes of 

Youth of Today fans. I was on the west coast doing Inside Out and Enquirer zine. Between the two of us, 
and a few others like Kalki of Razor’s Edge, Krishna was pushing into the hardcore scene in a huge way. But in 
December of ’89 the scene pushed back for the first time. Maximum Rocknroll, the biggest zine in hardcore punk, 
delivered an issue called “Inside Ray Cappo and the Krishnas” with a creepy infinity-mirror photo of Ray on the 
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cover and 15 no-line-spacing-tiny -font packed pages tearing Hare Krishna to shreds and then shredding those 
shreds. 

I bought a copy while at a show at the Gilman Street Project in Berkley. There was a five page interview with Ray 
called, “Ray of Yesterday Meets Ray of Tomorrow: It’s Enough to Make me Start Drinking!!!!!” followed by a ten 
page article called, “The Truth, The Whole Truth, And Nothing But The Truth, So Help Me Krishna?” 

The more I read, the more I wanted to fall into a crack into the earth. 

Compared to the “Whole Truth...” article, Ray’s interview wasn’t too bad. It was basically just an argument 
between him and Tim Yo. Usually Tim sounded a lot smarter than Ray, but Ray had his moments too - especially 
considering that his expertise in Krishna consciousness was the result of hardly a year of familiarity with it. The worst 
part was where Tim embarrassed Ray for thinking that his body was completely different from the body he had been 
in as a child. 

The “Whole Truth...” article was more like several articles and interviews stitched together in a rambling 
frankenstein of nausea. It started off with a woman’s story of intrigue about how her husband Ed had become 
brainwashed by the Krishna cult and how she turned to ex-Hare Krishna’s to successfully get him out. Then MRR 
interviewed Ed and the ex-Hare Krishna’s who had helped him “exit” ISKCON. These guys convincingly depicted 
ISKCON as a deviant and dangerous branch of an otherwise admirable religious and philosophical movement. 

Then we heard about the deceitful fund-raising practices pervasive in ISKCON, called samkirtan (making it a 
deception not only of the public, but of ISKCON members as well - since actual samkirtan was nothing of the sort). 
This was followed by a long list of serious crimes the Krishna’s and their leaders had been convicted for: huge drug 
rings, illegal possession of firearms, murder, and child molestation, to name a few. 

Next the ex-Krishnas talked about the sexism rampant in ISKCON, saying there was a hierarchy considering cows 
more important than women: “Man-Cow-Woman-Dog.” They explained that ISKCON leaders encouraged 
physical “discipline” of women, quoting the former ISKCON guru Bhaktipada who said, “There are three things 
that get better when you beat them — your dog, your wife, and your drum.” 
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Finally - there was a section on how mind-control and brainwashing work, and how deprogramming worked. 

I felt like I was in the vortex of a black hole as I stood on the sidewalk outside Gilman, flipping from one emotion to 
the next with exhausting speed. One moment I was fucking furious at MRR for giving such a “one-sided story.” The 
next moment I was pitifully embarrassed to be a a spokesman for such a freak-show circus of lunatics. How the fuck 
would I manage to explain all this shit to all these kids who were getting interested in Hare Krishna because of me? 
Then I felt like vomiting or crying because I didn’t even know how much of what I read was true, or to what extent - 
maybe it was bad enough that I myself would have to get the fuck out? By the time we were heading for the car to 
go home, I had wound up feeling less like a human being and more like a growling wolf backed into a corner, 
bearing his fangs and posed for a battle to the death. 

Over the next few weeks, though, I realized that nobody in the straightedge crowd seemed to really cared much 
about what Maximum Rocknroll had printed. I think MRR was just too fucking hard to read - disorganized, rambling, 
and way too unpackaged - the underbelly side effect of crust-punk ideals of anarchy and anti-capitalism. And 
straightedge kids didn’t really seem to care much what the crusty Berkley punks had to say, anyway. After all, they 
were just crust -punks with their constant bitching and moaning. Yeah, the issue phased people - but not half as 
much as it phased me. The thing that disturbed them the most, I noticed, was the sexism. More than the drug- 
running, abject exploitation and mind-tyranny, straightedge kids were disgusted by the sexism MRR depicted in 
Hare Krishna. 

As for me, the whole thing set me off balance. Devotees assured me the people behind MRR were “envious demons,” 
and the ex-Krishnas interviewed were just “too weak to make it at devotees” and came up with all these things as 
excuses to justify their weakness. 

I wasn’t dumb enough to believe any of that crap. 

Instead I just steeled myself to the ugly reality that a good percentage of ISKCON was really fucked up in a big way. 
But even if a diamond is covered in shit, I reasoned... just wash off the shit and take the diamond. Devotees assured 
me that the vast majority of all the insanity MRR revealed was a thing of the past, and ISKCON was now making 
strides forward to reform themselves and represent Krishna and Prabhupada more purely. 

I could buy that, it seemed true. 
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I decided I would be one of the guys helping the reforms. 



- Excerpt from an early draft of 

Train Wrecks and Transcendence: 
A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 

by Vraja Kishor 

V raj aKishor . com 
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The relevant parts of the MRR issue 
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Eternal Hellfire for Abortions 




used to go to LA’s FOLK (“Friends of Lord Krishna”) dinners on Wednesdays 

in the building right next to the temple. One night, a black devotee walked up the stairs to give the lecture 
while we ate, seated on the floor in front of our low tables. He looked incredibly cool with imposing muscles under his 
smooth and jet black skin contrasting so dramatically against saffron Krishna robes. I felt like I was going to hear 
someone from the Bad Brains talk to me about Krishna! 
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Sure enough he preached with charisma, confidence, and absolute conviction and I almost felt like I was at the 
Vedic equivalent of a Christian revival. At a certain point he turned the blast of his fire and brimstone upon the 
topic of abortion. In a booming, bass voice, he declared, “Anyone who aborts the unborn child in the womb will go 
to hell and never again see the light of day. r 

Whoa, what? Yeah, OK, Abortion is nasty, but what’s this Christian shit about eternal hell doing in a Hare Krishna 
temple? 

I raised my hand. He called on me. 

“What about reincarnation?” I asked. “Won’t they eventually be reincarnated and leave hell?” 

“In Bhagavad Gita,” he rallied, “Krishna declares that he throws the demoniac into hellish births life after life. They 
will be reincarnated in hell, and never again see the light of day. ” 

I just wasn’t buying it. This guy was importing his biblical past and imposing it on Bhagavad Gita. It wasn’t 
“Bhagavad Gita, As It Is,” it was Bhagavad Gita Through the Eyes of a Baptist. 

“In Bhagavad Gita, Chapter Eight,” I challenged, “Krishna says that heaven and hell are not permanent places. We 
go there temporarily and then get reborn again on earth after our rewards or punishments are done. So, how can 
you say that a person could go to hell and never get back out?” 

This made him really mad. Here was a sassy little 19 year old kid, a guest at the Wednesday night FOLK dinner, 
trying to out-quote him and one-up his authority! I don’t remember what he said next, but it was loud, and I shut 
up. 



- Excerpt from 

Train-wrecks and Transcendence: 
A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 

by Vraja Kishor das 
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he San Diego Krishna temple was even cooler than the one in Los Angeles. 

The inside was decorated and decked out, completely over-the-top — but the thing I really liked were the 
people. It was the headquarters for the Hare Krishna magazine, Back to Godhead. I loved chief editor -Jayadvaita 
Swarm. We got along great. He was logical as folded laundry; so dry, like he just didn’t give a rat’s ass for popularity 
or any bullshit like that. Like a tortilla chip with no salsa, he was just exactly whatever he was - and I liked it. I 
would go to the Magazine’s office now and then to vacuum or whatever. 



Dravida das would sometimes hang out with me, recite Sanskrit, and answer my questions. Once he took me with 
him on a walk to Trader Joe’s to buy some special kind of yogurt or something else I had never heard of before. He 
was another one like Jayadvaita Swaml: more punk than punk. So absorbed in whatever it was he was absorbed in 
that he just didn’t have time or energy to care about superficial things. 

Bhaktivedanta Institute also made their headquarters in San Diego. They were a group of three scientists who had 
become Krishna devotees, and had written that Origins magazine I had read a few months ago, and a dauntingly 
titled book, Mechanistic and Non-Mechanistic Science. Madhavendra Puri was the one among them who paid most 
attention to me, by far. I’d sit with him and ask all sorts of detailed scientific questions. He’d give his fascinating 
answers the same way a cat walks - so lightly, so patiently - and frequently breaking into a mad-scientist’s grin 
during the pauses between sentences. 

Umapati Swaml was also a San Diego Hare Krishna. One Sunday he gave the entire lecture while looking directly 
to me, almost never even glancing at anyone else in the temple. He was talking about a few verses early in Gita’s 
second chapter, and he was really trying to get the idea into my head that “You are not that body.” I felt like 
someone special. 

Vaikuntha das, one of the gentlest, nicest men I’ve ever met, was a long-time resident here at the Krishna’s San 
Diego spot. He lived in a small apartment a few yards down the street, with his wife. Once, my car’s tire went flat 
and, for whatever typical teenage -punk reason, I had no spare. He took me into his apartment and called whoever 
he needed to call, triple-A or something like that, and somehow, someone soon showed up and fixed the flat. While 
we waited he explained that Paramatma (“God,” in a sense) is like the sun and all living beings were like water in 
pots. Just as the same sun reflects into so many different pots, Paramatma “reflects” into and exists within everyone. 
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A month or two earlier, I had spent my first overnighter at the San Diego temple. It was “nrsiriiha-caturdasi” a 
holiday for Narasimha, Krishna’s man-lion incarnation — the same man-lion one on the Cro-Mags newly released 
album cover. My parents were on a vacation somewhere - maybe Vegas - so I spent a three-day weekend on a 
slumber party with Krishna. I slept upstairs with the “brahmacaris” (the unmarried men), and was completely jazzed 
to come down well before sunrise for the four or five hours of daily kirtan, class, and prasadam. I had bought a 
disposable Kodak camera, and snapped a roll of Radha Giridhari on the altar that Saturday Morning, May 20 th of 
1989. They all came out ridiculously blurry, the temple was very dark and the camera very cheap, but one of them 
came out great, and I still keep the photo till this day. 



- Excerpt from the first draft of 

Train Wrecks and Transcendence: 
A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 

By Vraja Kishor das 
V raj aKishor . com 
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My Very First Tangle with Hare Krishna Sexism 
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You mean a woman can open it ? 



few days later I wound up with Mark and Dave in the girl’s wing again — 

this time to watch some type of hippie movie. A hippie girl in her third year of school was there and within 
minutes we spontaneously decided that we were boy- and girl-friend. I wound up watching the movie with my head 
in her lap. 

Thus, the three musketeers expanded to four: Marianne joining Dave, Mark and myself as the hippie -Krishna - 
vegetarian-philosophers of Cal Poly. 

My mom and dad seemed to love Marianne; I think they were pretty relieved that I was finally showing some slightly 
normal social behavior. She majored in Horticulture and lived alone in a small house in that section of campus. 
Hanging out in the greenhouses with her, I realized that plants and gardening made me feel very calm and centered. 
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Being a recovered alcoholic, Marianne was totally into my straightedge schtick. She would come to Inside Out 
shows, frightened at first, but smiling from ear to ear most of the time once she got used to it. And she was a full 
blown later-day hippie so she was totally into my guitar playing and fascination with Hare Krishna. She would often 
come to the Krishna temple with me. 

She was smart and eagerly took to reading Prabhupada’s Bhagavad-Gita, until she came across something she really 
didn’t like towards the end of the first chapter. Prabhupada’s translation of the verse itself: 

When irreligion is prominent in the family, O Krsna, the women of 
the family become polluted, and from the degradation of 
womanhood, O descendant of Vrsni, comes unwanted progeny . 



And, in his comment on the verse: 



As children are very prone to be misled, women are similarly very 
prone to degradation. Therefore, both children and women require 
protection by the elder members of the family. . . According to 
Canakya Pandita, women are generally not very intelligent and 
therefore not trustworthy. 



“What the hell, Vic?” She protested. “I know Prabhupada is supposed to be enlightened and everything, but this is 
just sexist. Women are like children? Women have to be ‘protected’ like children? Women are not very intelligent? 
What? What is all this?” 

I didn’t like the sound of this stuff either, but I was hooked on Krishna and knew there had to be some way to 
resolve this in a sensible, acceptable way. I brought up some other sections of Gita that describe wise people as those 
who see everyone equally. “So this must not mean that women are inferior. They are just different from men.” 

“Yeah,” she retorted, “ different in that men are adults but women are like children and need to be ‘protected’ from 
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themselves. If that’s not inferior, Vic, what is?” 

I groped for some way to make sense of it, “Maybe women are more easily misled and deceived because they are 
more naturally trusting and loving than men?” 

“Then why does Prabhupada explain it by saying ‘women are generally not very intelligent’? It’s obvious that he 
thinks we are not intelligent,” she said. “We are ‘like children’, so have to be ‘protected’ so we don’t have our way 
and degrade society by having sex with everyone and making unwanted children. Come on, Vic, that is completely 
out-of-touch with the real world. And, it’s blatant sexism!” 

Ever since I was old enough to think straight, I saw sexism as one of the ugliest, stupidest things in existence, so I just 
couldn’t accept the idea that the founder of the Hare Krishna movement was actually sexist. The fault must lie with 
us, I thought, with how we interpret his words. 

I sat down and tried to work through it. “The Vedas talk about different kinds of intelligence,” I said, slowly. “The 
most important kind is the intellect that discriminates between the soul and the body. When Prabhupada says that 
women are ‘less intelligent’ he is talking about this type of intelligence, not school-intelligence or practical- 
intelligence.” 

“Dojom think women are less intelligent then men in discriminating between body and soul?” she asked. 

“Well, in this day and age,” I said, “I think everyone is less intelligent in that way. Prabhupada says that, too. But, in 
previous ages, maybe women were less intelligent - in that way. I think that’s just natural, because women are the 
ones who have children, and they have to have strong attachment and love for their children, the products of their 
body, otherwise they wouldn’t take very good care of the kids, or even want to have kids, and the human race would 
be in danger of extinction.” 

She looked at me sideways, trying not to show her frustration. 

“Or maybe its some other kind of intelligence,” I offered, “some left-brained type of thing.” 

She took a deep breath. “Even if that’s what Prabhupada really means,” she said, “its definitely not what the Hare 
Krishna’s think Prabhupada means.” 
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“Why not?” I asked. 

“Oh, come on!” she replied. “How many times have you gone to the temple? Have you ever seen a woman up on the 
altar? Have you ever seen women doing the klrtan chanting? Have you ever seen a woman give the class? No, the 
women are always stuck in the back of the room like black people sent to the back of the bus!” 

Shit. There was no arguing with that. 

The next Sunday I went to the Los Angeles temple alone and approached a ('(.'male devotee at random. She was 
maybe ten years older than me at most, with a very simple sort of beauty without hairdo or makeup. 

“In Bhagavad Gita,” I asked, “Prabhupada says women are not very intelligent and therefore have to be protected. 
Do you believe that?” 

To my complete surprise, she not only accepted the idea but was completely in favor of it. “Oh yes!” she declared, 
“Women are less intelligent then men! We are nine times more lusty and nine times more attached to our bodies than 
men are. That’s why we are so obsessed with dressing nice and looking pretty.” 

I couldn’t tell if this was really happening or if I was hallucinating. She seemed to actually relish the opportunity to 
declare her inferiority, and was completely unfazed and unimpressed with the disbelief and shock written all over my 
face. 

“So,” I asked, slowly and incredulously, “You’re less intelligent than I am? Even though you are a devotee?” 
“Probably!” she said, and burst out laughing. 

Maybe she noticed I wasn’t laughing and instead was on the verge of tears. “Well,” she offered, “Prabhupada did say 
that devotee women are not less -intelligent like ordinary women.” 

“Then why don’t women ever give class in the temple?” I asked. 

“Well, devotee women are not less intelligent like ordinary women, but we are less intelligent than devotee men.” 
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What logic! I just stared at her and kept blinking, as if she might disappear between blinks and prove this whole 
thing a bad dream. 

She compassionately leaned a bit towards me, “You’re brainwashed by the propaganda of the women’s lib’ers,” she 
explained patiently. “Woman’s liberation is a cheat invented by men. It claims to give women freedom and equality, 
but actually it only gives women the so-called freedom to be equally exploited by anyone and everyone. In Vedic 
society women are protected from exploitation, first by their father, then by their husband, and finally by their sons.” 

I had nothing else to say. She pointed out the temple doors to a sliding glass door in the building across the street 
and explained that she lived in that apartment, and was very happy serving her husband there. 

I left quietly - exhausted, confused, and disappointed - and dedicated the next few weeks to trying to make all of this 
make sense. Despite all of what my high school Advanced Placement teachers had praised as “uniquely sharp 
analytical abilities” I couldn’t reach any resolution beyond what I had reached in the original conversation with 
Marianne. Certainly there were ways to understand Prabhupada’s comments in a non-sexist manner, and it was even 
easier to see the enlightened egalitarianism in the original texts he was translating (since he gave word-for-word 
translations of every Sanskrit text - something I always really admired and benefitted from), but as for the Hare 
Krishna’s themselves... it was practically impossible not to ascertain their (somewhat eager) acceptance of sexism. 

This was the first time I was forced to see that Hare Krishna World wasn’t utopia. But I was in love with Hare 
Krishna, really, so I decided there was too much good in it to let this one black spot ruin the whole thing for me. 

Like a “less-intelligent” woman in love with a flawed man, I chose to believe that, if I stuck with them, I would one 
day be able to help the Hare Krishna’s see Prabhupada’s words in ways that weren’t so... well, weren’t so ignorant. 
Certainly there must be many devotees like the woman I had spoken to, who would dismiss any such understandings 
in preference for the sadomasochistic thrill of sexism, but, out of gratitude to Prabhupada I felt I should stick with it 
for the long term and try to do my part to improve it. 



— Excerpt from the first draft of 

Train-Wrecks and Transcendence: 
A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 
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Cosmos Ep2: Some of the Things Molecules Do 




Review of Cosmos: A Spacetime 
Odyssey, Episode 2: "Some of the 
Things Molecules Do" 

This episode had a few brilliant moments, but we had to sit through a whole lot of hot air in between each. I started 
watching the series saying I was comfortable accepting that a TV Series like this is not a scientific document, but an 
evangelical piece on behalf of the church of science. Still, since a core tenant of the church of science is the sacred 
nature of evidence one would hope that even a TV series aired on FOX would take some trouble now and then to 
demonstrate its logics or present its evidence, rather than simply asserting that such things exist and are acceptable 
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beyond reasonable doubt. 

In Episode 2, the show is starting to feel like its relying too much on Tyson’s persuasive charisma and the “wow” 
effect of computer graphics. Still I’m hoping that this will just be the worst episode, and the rest will be better. 



DOGS AND BEARS 



It starts off a little dull, with Tyson at a camp fire explaining how breeding can cause variation within a species. He 
calls this “evolution by artificial selection.” I don’t know, I think a more eloquent term is “breeding.” He jumps from 
the explanation of breeding to saying that all life as we know it evolves from simple inert molecules, without so much 
as a nod to the huge distance he jumped. As if showing that wolves can be bred into dogs, or that bears can change 
fur color (variation within existing species) is somehow perfectly valid evidence that an inert, dead molecule can 
somehow transform into a viable, living organism, and that this organism can change into complex life, changing 
entirely from one species to another. 

Sorry Mr. Neil, as handsome as you are and as smooth as your voice surely is, I would raise my hand in your class 
and call “bullshit” on you. Anyone on any side of the evolution issue whose thought about this with minimal 
sincerity will honestly admit that evidence for modification within a species is not acceptable as evidence of one 
species becoming a different species, much less for something without any life at all becoming something alive. 



DNA 



I liked, the next part of it, though. The weird-mercurial Spaceship of the Imagination (Still, I think “Spaceship of 
Factual Proof’ would be a better spaceship for exploring science) shrinks smaller and smaller, ala 1966 SciFi 
Classic Fantastic Voyage , and eventually enters into the nucleus of a cell within the egg of a brown bear. There we 
get a really, really cool animation of proteins walking along girder like molecular structures - and an amazing 
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animation of DNA. 
Fantastic stuff. Loved it. 



EYEBALLS 



Then it got stupid again. 

Dr. Neil says that silly people think an intelligent being must have created life on the basis that life is too complex to 
have arisen by random chance. “Take the eye for example”... OK STOP. Why take an eye for example? Take the 
damn proteins and DNA you just showed us in a nucleus for example! Forget the eye. Look how amazingly 
complex that stuff is! No, Tyson wants us to take an eye for example — and sets out to demonstrate that the human 
eye really isn’t complex at all. Its a simple thing that just had a whole lot of time to become complex by little simple 
steps. He goes back to some bacteria who somehow (“randomly”) develop a trait that allows them to vaguely sense 
light, and this simple stuff that is photosensitive just became more and more specialized and perfected over time. 

OK, neat. But I’m still freaked out about those little cities with construction workers you showed us 1 5 minutes ago 
all inside every singe nucleus of every single cell in my body, Neil. Remember that stuff you showed us about DNA - 
what an amazingly sophisticated, eloquent code it is for building a life form? And remember that amazingly 
NextGen animation of that protein -machine that pulls a DNA strand apart without damaging it, and then each side 
of the DNA replicates the missing side??? HOLY FUCKIN’ SHIT Neil!!! That stuff was awesome! I can’t focus on 
your whiz bangs about eyes right now, cuz I’m still dizzy over how cool that stuff inside the nucleus was. 

So wait, tell me again, what’s so simple and randomly-constructable about a bacteria powered by these kinds of 
natural robotics, which somehow develops a photosensitive area in its body? 

Please Neil. . . just because you’re backed up by graphics that make it look like everything you say is actually 
happening right before our eyes, and just because you say, “Its not a myth, its a scientific fact” - the left side of my 
brain ain’t buyin what you’re trying’ to sell in Episode 2. As soon as you let us peak inside the nucleus of a cell it 
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became perfectly obvious that there’s nothing “simple” or “random” about even the simplest thing in nature - and 
the rest of your arguments just rang hollow in comparison to that roaring crescendo you (perhaps inadvertently) 
orchestrated. 



PS 



It’s not just “complexity” that warrants the theory of a sentient origin of life. Its the principle of “inertia” as well. In 
other words, evolution means that things change. But things will not change from a settled state unless acted upon by 
an outside force. So evolution implies an outside force set a settled condition in motion. 

Further, adaptation and so on indicates movement towards some goal . It appears obvious that life wants to exist and 
survive - this is the fundamental motive of evolution, is it not? Survival? (According to prevalent theories). But 
insentient things have no motives - by definition. Since a motive is required for change, evolution cannot originally be 
driven by an insentient origin. There must be will acting upon the system, spurring it to change. 

- Vraja Kishor 

www.vrajakishor.com 
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I grew up breathing middle earth into my psyche day in and day out since I was as young as I can remember. 
Yesterday I went to see Part I of The Hobbit: an Unexpected Journey. I loved it. It did a good job recasting the 
Hobbit in a more Lord of the Rings style of telling (more “grown-up”), and added in some nice stuff from 
Unfinished d ales and elsewhere, that I always wanted to see portrayed more fully. Of course some surgery had to be 
done to add in that stuff. But as Gandalf says, “every good tale deserves embellishment.” 



Sure there are some little nitpicks to make here and there. But the important thing is that it was 3 hours spent 
transported to a happy world, in the midst of a depressing winter. 

Here is something interesting I wanted to post about. Tolkien was a British-er living during the British occupation of 
India. British were notoriously egocentric and snooty. But obviously the Mahabharata and Puranas and Sanskrit 
were floating around academic circles in those days and while the official line was “lets explain how we are superior 
to all of this”, among the intelligent (such as Tolkien, and Oxford professor) there was certainly a great deal of, “holy 
shit, this stuff is amazing!” 



Tolkien himself once said - I wish I could give the source for it, but I don’t have time to research my memory banks 
right now — that he felt Europe lacked a really impressive mythology (comparable to what they were pulling out of 
India), and he created his Middle -Earth like a European Purana or Mahabharata - to fill that void. 



Everyone who is really into Tolkien has already commented up and down that his middle earth is a proto-Europe. 
The shire is what would become the British Isles. Spain is Gondor. To the south is Africa. To the east is Asia. 



Tolkien’s mythology has 8 gods (Valar). Vedic mythology has 8 gods (Adityas 



expanded to 1 2 later on). If you just 
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watch the movies you dont hear about these gods. You do hear about the 5 wizards, though, in the hobbit 
(I loved that part). These are, imo, the equivalent of the 7 sages of Indian lore (the saptarishi). 

The movie mentions that 2 blue wizards, whose names were forgotten, went to the east. The idea, to me, is that these 
two blue wizards founded Indian culture. I think its cool that there are two important blue gods in India: Shiva and 
Vishnu. That is probably just a coincidence, but its fun. 

Anyway, I love Tolkien’s work and the world he created, and how Peter Jackson and crew are portraying it. Looking 
forward to the next installment, There and Back Again. 
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I read this article and had to make this comment: 



had to stop reading when I heard Melody say: 



I know yoga to be, as Shri Brahmananda Sarasvati famously 
described, "a state where nothing is missing/' [yogash dtta vritti 
nirodha. Sutra 1.2.] " 



That is the most inaccurate translation of Sutra 1.2 I could imagine! 



There are four words in the sutra: 



• yoga, 
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• citta, 

• vritti, 

• nirodha . 

The subject is “yoga.” This doesn’t need to be translated. Yoga is practically an English word. 

The action performed by the subject is “nirodha. ” This word means RESTRAINING, CONTROLLING AND 
EVENTUALLY DESTROYING ENTIRELY. 



The object on which the action is performed is the “vritti” of the “citta.” The word vritti means OCCUPATION, 
CHARACTERISTIC, THE WAY A THING OPERATES. The word “citta” means HEART/ MIND/ MEMORY/ 
INTELLECT. 



Thus, Sutra 1.2 says, “Yoga means taking control of the way one’s mind operates.” 



Yes literally, yoga means union. And yes, the word for a romantic couple is “yugala.” Sure, obviously, sex is a type of 
union. That doesn’t mean that Patanjali is talking about Sex! In fact yoga has 8 steps. I would hope someone who 
can quote the sutras would know that. The first step is yama. Doesn’t Melody know what the 5 yamas are? Here are 
the first three, since the third is particularly relevant: 



1 . Ahimsa - non-violence - practical application: VEGTARIANISM 

2. Satya - truthfulness - practical application: NO CHEATING 

3. Brahmacarya - behaving as a soul, not a body - practical application: CELIBACY 



The 3rd principle of the first step of yoga is to control how the mind reacts 
with sex. I don’t think “yoga is sex” is a message that gets this point across 
very well, Melody. 

Sure, there is such a thing as tantra. (1) They are an odd minority in 
Indian culture, and (2) they are misunderstood by outsiders as a swingers 
club or some titillating orgy cult. Real tantra would scare the shit out of 
90% of us. It is a very extreme way to control how the mind reacts with 




THIS is Yoga - taking conscious control 
of how your heart and mind work. 
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sex by participating in sex in very controlled, specific, and often outright 
frightening ways. 

In summary, “Yoga is Sex” really sends a message that doesn’t accurately represent ANY yoga tradition - except the 
ones that started 40 years ago in the free-love soil. 
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Enter your email address to subscribe to Vraja's blog. You'll get new posts by email. 
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> Vraja on Facebook 

• Vraja on YouTube 
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BOOKS BY VRAJA 




These books, and a more complete list and info, are available at VrajaKishor.com 



Vraja's Books on Astrology (Written as "Vic DiCara") are available at VicDiCara.com 



Create a free website or blog at WordPress.com. The Libretto Theme. 
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R 



Today. 



ay Cappo / Raghunatha Dasa is one of the best frontmen ever. There is no 

doubt about it. I say so enthusiastically in my book, while describing the first time I ever saw Youth of 



Follow 



Follow “The Enquirer” 

Get every new post delivered to 
your Inbox. 

Join 612 other followers 




What made Ray a great frontman was his exceptionally outgoing charisma and unjj 
rally the crowd like a real leader. This has nothing to do with skill as a musician. In 
a hardcore punk band has little do to with being a great musician. 



No one is the best at everything - even uncommonly great people like Ray / Raghi 
shortcomings. God knows I’m a walking bucket of flaws and fuckups. God knows I’ 
perhaps not even at anything. But it seems there are some things I am relatively goc 
pretty sure that’s the way it is for everyone. The moon has spots on it, but its still the most beautiful thing in the sky 
in some ways even because of the spots. 



Sign me up 



Build a website with WordPress.com 



A lot of people flipped when I “insulted” Ray’s musicianship in this part of the story. If it is truly “envious” or an 
“insult” to say that Zack was a much better musician than Ray - then you all might as well just cross me off your 
Christmas card lists, with heavy black ink, because I’m sure I will sooner or later “insult” all of you, since no one is 
perfect. You might as well lock me up in the “envious insulter’s prison” without need for further trial. I plead guilty, 
since I don’t see how its even possible, short of sheer willful illusion, to like EVERYTHING about a person and 
ignore any and all shortcomings. 



Why even write about this topic in the first place, many have asked. Why is it even important if Ray is as good a 
musician as Zack? 



Because it’s one of the more significant issues a musician considers when deciding whether or not to leave a band 
with Zack and join a band with Ray (which was actually the main topic of this part of my story, if anyone noticed) 
And one more thing: I gave a sentence or two to the topic. I didn’t make a big deal out of it. You guys did by flipping 
out. 



Everyone is certainly most entitled to their own opinion about which musicians are more and less mega awesome. 
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Objectively speaking, however, I think my opinion on this particular case is significantly more well informed than the 
rest of you, since (a) I’m a musician myself and (b) I think I may very well be the only musician on Earth who was 
actually worked closely in bands with both Ray and Zack. Therefore odds are that no one knows their relative 
musicianship better than I do. 

Honestly, when I heard all the attempts to correct me for writing that Zack was a better musician than Ray, I 
couldn’t help thinking most of you have your sensitivity knobs cranked up too high, and seem to be getting a bit old 
- losing that punk spirit that wasn’t afraid to be dangerous, wasn’t afraid say something halfway slightly controversial 
or confrontational. 

Maybe that’s something to be proud of? Maybe you grew up and I’m still acting like a kid? I’m not really sure. 
Maybe there’s as much merit in staying young as there is in “growing up”? Maybe writing this memoir has refreshed 
my punk spirit. . . or maybe I’m just a “Toys’R’Us Kid.” 
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600 Bucks on an Airplane 
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sat next to Zack on the plane back to So Cal, counting money. I had sold 

about 200 zines for 2 bucks each, and Inside Out had sold some shirts and Shelter had paid us something from 
the tour, so altogether I made about $600. 1 put it all back in its envelope and put that envelope in the seat pocket in 
front of me. We were all pretty jazzed that we had made any money at all from doing something so fun. 



I fell asleep. 

We landed in LA. Mom and dad picked me up at the airport, and we drove Zack back to his mom’s apartment in 
Irvine. On the way, dad asked if we made any money. 

“Yeah!” Zack and I said. 

“He made a lot more than me,” Zack said, “Because he’s a ‘zinester. You should’ve seen him selling those zines. 
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You would’ve been proud, he was really hustlin’ out there.” 

Meanwhile, as everyone laughed, I checked every pocket and looked into my big shoulder bag from India (got it 
from the devotees on tour I guess) trying to remember where I had put the envelope with the cash in it. 

You know that feeling when there is some possibility that something went wrong, and you slowly realize that its not 
just a “possibility”? 

“Oh fuck.” I announced, attempting to eloquently sum up the entirety of the issue without having to actually say 
what happened. 

“What happened?” dad asked. 

I really didn’t want to say. So I just said, “...shit...” 

“You lost the money?” dad asked rhetorically. 

“I lost the damn money.” 

“You left it on the plane?” he asked. 

“I left it on the plane,” I groaned, “in the freaking seat pocket.” 

Everyone groaned. 

“How much was it?” dad asked. 

“Six hundred.” 

“Six hundred dollars ?!” 

“Six hundred dollars.” 

“Wow. I’m impressed.” he said. 
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“You’re impressed that I lost six hundred dollars?” 

“No,” he said, “I’m impressed that you made six hundred dollars.” 

Zack started laughing. 

“Four hundred from zines,” I explained. “Eight hundred from the tour and shirts, split four ways. So six hundred 
altogether.” 

There was silence for a few moments. 

Then Zack cracked a joke, “Hey, now / made more than you!” 

Everyone was laughing. Me too. I didn’t give a damn that I lost six hundred dollars. I just felt embarrassed to be so 
obviously distracted and irresponsible. My head was still up in the clouds, flying in a holding pattern. There was no 
schedule for its landing, no gate for it to pull up to. I was becoming a Hare Krishna. It was just a matter of a few 
weeks ‘till Ray would show up in San Diego with a van and some people to play drums and bass, and then I would 
become one of them and exit the material world. 

How could I possibly focus on anything else? 



An excerpt from the first draft of 

Train Wrecks and Transcendence: 
A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 

by Vraja Kishor 
V raj aKishor . com 
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ay Gappo was on the east coast getting Shelter ready for the hordes of 

Youth of Today fans. I was on the west coast doing Inside Out and Enquirer zine. Between the two of us, 
and a few others like Kalki of Razor’s Edge, Krishna was pushing into the hardcore scene in a huge way. But in 
December of ’89 the scene pushed back for the first time. Maximum Rocknroll, the biggest zine in hardcore punk, 
delivered an issue called “Inside Ray Cappo and the Krishnas” with a creepy infinity-mirror photo of Ray on the 
cover and 15 no-line-spacing-tiny -font packed pages tearing Hare Krishna to shreds and then shredding those 
shreds. 



I bought a copy while at a show at the Gilman Street Project in Berkley. There was a five page interview with Ray 
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called, “Ray of Yesterday Meets Ray of Tomorrow: It’s Enough to Make me Start Drinking!!!!!” followed by a ten 
page article called, “The Truth, The Whole Truth, And Nothing But The Truth, So Help Me Krishna?” 

The more I read, the more I wanted to fall into a crack into the earth. 

Compared to the “Whole Truth...” article, Ray’s interview wasn’t too bad. It was basically just an argument 
between him and Tim Yo. Usually Tim sounded a lot smarter than Ray, but Ray had his moments too - especially 
considering that his expertise in Krishna consciousness was the result of hardly a year of familiarity with it. The worst 
part was where Tim embarrassed Ray for thinking that his body was completely different from the body he had been 
in as a child. 

The “Whole Truth...” article was more like several articles and interviews stitched together in a rambling 
frankenstein of nausea. It started off with a woman’s story of intrigue about how her husband Ed had become 
brainwashed by the Krishna cult and how she turned to ex-Hare Krishna’s to successfully get him out. Then MRR 
interviewed Ed and the ex-Hare Krishna’s who had helped him “exit” ISKCON. These guys convincingly depicted 
ISKCON as a deviant and dangerous branch of an otherwise admirable religious and philosophical movement. 

Then we heard about the deceitful fund-raising practices pervasive in ISKCON, called samkTrtan (making it a 
deception not only of the public, but of ISKCON members as well - since actual samkTrtan was nothing of the sort). 
This was followed by a long list of serious crimes the Krishna’s and their leaders had been convicted for: huge drug 
rings, illegal possession of firearms, murder, and child molestation, to name a few. 

Next the ex-Krishnas talked about the sexism rampant in ISKCON, saying there was a hierarchy considering cows 
more important than women: “Man-Cow-Woman-Dog.” They explained that ISKCON leaders encouraged 
physical “discipline” of women, quoting the former ISKCON guru Bhaktipada who said, “There are three things 
that get better when you beat them — your dog, your wife, and your drum.” 

Finally — there was a section on how mind-control and brainwashing work, and how deprogramming worked. 

I felt like I was in the vortex of a black hole as I stood on the sidewalk outside Gilman, flipping from one emotion to 
the next with exhausting speed. One moment I was fucking jurious at MRR for giving such a “one-sided story.” The 
next moment I was pitifully embarrassed to be a a spokesman for such a freak-show circus of lunatics. How the fuck 
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would I manage to explain all this shit to all these kids who were getting interested in Hare Krishna because of me? 
Then I felt like vomiting or crying because I didn’t even know how much of what I read was true, or to what extent - 
maybe it was bad enough that I myself would have to get the fuck out? By the time we were heading for the car to 
go home, I had wound up feeling less like a human being and more like a growling wolf backed into a corner, 
bearing his fangs and posed for a battle to the death. 

Over the next few weeks, though, I realized that nobody in the straightedge crowd seemed to really cared much 
about what Maximum Rocknroll had printed. I think MRR was just too fucking hard to read - disorganized, rambling, 
and way too unpackaged - the underbelly side effect of crust-punk ideals of anarchy and anti-capitalism. And 
straightedge kids didn’t really seem to care much what the crusty Berkley punks had to say, anyway. After all, they 
were just crust -punks with their c onstant bitching and moaning. Yeah, the issue phased people - but not half as 
much as it phased me. The thing that disturbed them the most, I noticed, was the sexism. More than the drug- 
running, abject exploitation and mind-tyranny, straightedge kids were disgusted by the sexism MRR depicted in 
Hare Krishna. 

As for me, the whole thing set me off balance. Devotees assured me the people behind MRR were “envious demons,” 
and the ex-Krishnas interviewed were just “too weak to make it at devotees” and came up with all these things as 
excuses to justify their weakness. 

I wasn’t dumb enough to believe any of that crap. 

Instead I just steeled myself to the ugly reality that a good percentage of ISKCON was really fucked up in a big way. 
But even if a diamond is covered in shit, I reasoned... just wash off the shit and take the diamond. Devotees assured 
me that the vast majority of all the insanity MRR revealed was a thing of the past, and ISKCON was now making 
strides forward to reform themselves and represent Krishna and Prabhupada more purely. 

I could buy that, it seemed true. 

I decided I would be one of the guys helping the reforms. 



- Excerpt from an early draft of 

Train Wrecks and Transcendence: 



https://vicdl08.wordpress.com/?s=fuck[9/10/15, 3:39:27 PM] 



fuck I Search Results I The Enquirer 



A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 



by Vraja Kishor 



VrajaKishor.com 
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The relevant parts of the MRR issue 
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Posted on July 1, 2015 4 Comments 



Mv First Sunday Feast 




ow that I had gone to the Hare Krishna temple and survived, I felt brave 

enough to try one of their “Sunday Love Feasts.” The temple was a lot less imposing on Sunday afternoon 
with dozens of people around, a lot of them “normal looking.” 

Inside, the temple floor was rich checkered marble. Marble pillars lined along the side walls, with beautiful original 
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Krishna-paintings in the archways between them. The ceiling was two stories high, and looked like an Indian 
version of the Sistine Chapel, with a huge painting of beautiful people in robes dancing and chanting in some rural 
setting. A big, crystal chandelier hung from the middle. Above the pillars, on the second -story level of the walls, were 
ornate bas-relief statues of Vedic deities dancing, singing, and playing drums and hand cymbals. 

At the front of the temple was a stage about a meter high, with three elaborately carved wooden doors, opened so 
that only pillars and Indian-style arches remained visible unless you looked from the side. Brilliant light streamed out 
from the altar inside, revealing a huge, incredible wooden structure, carved and shaped more gorgeously than 
anything I had ever seen before. 

This wooden masterpiece from another dimension formed a canopy over three sets of deities. The set on the right 
included the big round eye that had jumped out and stared at me when I peaked in the door the last time I had been 
here — three wooden figures, squarish, with exaggerated and simplified eyes and mouths painted over their black, 
yellow, and white surfaces. The set in the middle was Radha and Krishna in marble — big, full of flowers, amazingly 
colorful and, to use some of my favorite words from Prabhupada’s books, “sumptuously opulent.” The set on the left 
were another two marble figures with arms upraised. The entire sight saturated and satisfied my eyes the same way a 
cake saturates and satisfies the tongue. 

Someone was explaining what the Krishna philosophy is all about. I don’t remember much about that, but I 
remember the dancing! The Krishna’s had these two-headed drums and little metal hand-cymbals, and could really 
get something going with them. They even had mosh-parts! Their chanting would speed up and speed up and speed 
up, and then drop into a huge, slow, rnoshy, stomp. I was leaping and moshing around with my dreadlocks flying all 
over the place - feeling like a puzzle piece put in the right spot. 

People gave me a little distance as I jumped around, but they looked at me with smiles. Some of the Krishna guys 
would even come over and leap around with me. 

By the time it was over, I was sweating and out of breath. I sat there on the floor with paper plate and cup in front 
of me, in a line with the dozens of other people, plates and cups. Chatter was all around, but I had no one to talk to, 
and liked it that way. Talking to myself was more fun. A devotee proceeded down the line of plates and people, 
pushing a plastic bucket in front of him, scooping food onto the plates. 
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Splish... he dumped some spinach into my plate. 

It’s green mass sat there on the white plate, slowly leaking green juice around it. There was nothing in the world I 
hated more than cooked spinach. Sometimes I would literally vomit when my mom put it on my plate and make me 
eat it. 

Maybe the next bucket would have something I could stomach? 

Splash.. This time a devotee plopped down something with a lot of carrots. Besides spinach, there was nothing I 
hated in the world more than cooked carrots. 

I stared at the two dire enemies of my taste-buds, with growing determination. “This stuff is ' ’prasadam I thought. 
“Krishna ate it. I should at least try it.” 

I spooned a bit of the spinach into my wary mouth. It was delicious! Incredible! 

Next, a spoon of the carrots... “What the fuck!?” I shouted to myself in amazement. “Why do I love this?” 

- Excerpt from early draft of 

Train Wrecks and Transcendence: 
A Collision of Hardcore and Hare Krishna 

By Vraja Kishor das 
VrajaKishor.com 
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Posted on March 20, 2014 

Cosmos Ep2: Some of the Thi ngs Molecules Do 




Review of Cosmos: A Spacetime 
Odyssey, Episode 2: "Some of the 
Things Molecules Do" 

This episode had a few brilliant moments, but we had to sit through a whole lot of hot air in between each. I started 
watching the series saying I was comfortable accepting that a TV Series like this is not a scientific document, but an 
evangelical piece on behalf of the church of science. Still, since a core tenant of the church of science is the sacred 
nature of evidence one would hope that even a TV series aired on FOX would take some trouble now and then to 
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demonstrate its logics or present its evidence, rather than simply asserting that such things exist and are acceptable 
beyond reasonable doubt. 

In Episode 2, the show is starting to feel like its relying too much on Tyson’s persuasive charisma and the “wow” 
effect of computer graphics. Still I’m hoping that this will just be the worst episode, and the rest will be better. 



DOGS AND BEARS 



It starts off a little dull, with Tyson at a camp fire explaining how breeding can cause variation within a species. He 
calls this “evolution by artificial selection.” I don’t know, I think a more eloquent term is “breeding.” He jumps from 
the explanation of breeding to saying that all life as we know it evolves from simple inert molecules, without so much 
as a nod to the huge distance he jumped. As if showing that wolves can be bred into dogs, or that bears can change 
fur color (variation within existing species) is somehow perfectly valid evidence that an inert, dead molecule can 
somehow transform into a viable, living organism, and that this organism can change into complex life, changing 
entirely from one species to another. 

Sorry Mr. Neil, as handsome as you are and as smooth as your voice surely is, I would raise my hand in your class 
and call “bullshit” on you. Anyone on any side of the evolution issue whose thought about this with minimal 
sincerity will honestly admit that evidence for modification within a species is not acceptable as evidence of one 
species becoming a different species, much less for something without any life at all becoming something alive. 



DNA 



I liked the next part of it, though. The weird-mercurial Spaceship of the Imagination (Still, I think “Spaceship of 
Factual Proof’ would be a better spaceship for exploring science) shrinks smaller and smaller, ala 1966 SciFi 
Classic Fantastic Voyage , and eventually enters into the nucleus of a cell within the egg of a brown bear. There we 
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get a really, really cool animation of proteins walking along girder like molecular structures - and an amazing 
animation of DNA. 

Fantastic stuff. Loved it. 



EYEBALLS 



Then it got stupid again. 

Dr. Neil says that silly people think an intelligent being must have created life on the basis that life is too complex to 
have arisen by random chance. “Take the eye for example”... OK STOP. Why take an eye for example? Take the 
damn proteins and DNA you just showed us in a nucleus for example! Forget the eye. Look how amazingly 
complex that stuff is! No, Tyson wants us to take an eye for example — and sets out to demonstrate that the human 
eye really isn’t complex at all. Its a simple thing that just had a whole lot of time to become complex by little simple 
steps. He goes back to some bacteria who somehow (“randomly”) develop a trait that allows them to vaguely sense 
light, and this simple stuff that is photosensitive just became more and more specialized and perfected over time. 

OK, neat. But I’m still freaked out about those little cities with construction workers you showed us 1 5 minutes ago 
all inside every singe nucleus of every single cell in my body, Neil. Remember that stuff you showed us about DNA - 
what an amazingly sophisticated, eloquent code it is for building a life form? And remember that amazingly 
NextGen animation of that protein -machine that pulls a DNA strand apart without damaging it, and then each side 
of the DNA replicates the missing side??? HOLY FUCKIN’ SHIT Neil!!! That stuff was awesome! I can’t focus on 
your whiz bangs about eyes right now, cuz I’m still dizzy over how cool that stuff inside the nucleus was. 

So wait, tell me again, what’s so simple and randomly-constructable about a bacteria powered by these kinds of 
natural robotics, which somehow develops a photosensitive area in its body? 

Please Neil. . . just because you’re backed up by graphics that make it look like everything you say is actually 
happening right before our eyes, and just because you say, “Its not a myth, its a scientific fact” - the left side of my 
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brain ain’t buyin what you’re trying’ to sell in Episode 2. As soon as you let us peak inside the nucleus of a cell it 
became perfectly obvious that there’s nothing “simple” or “random” about even the simplest thing in nature - and 
the rest of your arguments just rang hollow in comparison to that roaring crescendo you (perhaps inadvertently) 
orchestrated. 



PS 



It’s not just “complexity” that warrants the theory of a sentient origin of life. Its the principle of “inertia” as well. In 
other words, evolution means that things change. But things will not change from a settled state unless acted upon by 
an outside force. So evolution implies an outside force set a settled condition in motion. 

Further, adaptation and so on indicates movement towards some goal . It appears obvious that life wants to exist and 
survive - this is the fundamental motive of evolution, is it not? Survived? (According to prevalent theories). But 
insentient things have no motives - by definition. Since a motive is required for change, evolution cannot originally be 
driven by an insentient origin. There must be will acting upon the system, spurring it to change. 

- Vraja Kishor 

www.vrajakishor.com 
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Posted on July 7, 2011 6 Comments 
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Aindra's first Disappearance Anniversary 



am trying not to really pay too much attention 

to what happened just about 1 year ago today. All this time I was 
fucking around doing all sorts of crazy stuff in life, totally off the deep 
end. But Aindra Prabhu constantly remained seated in my heart and 
mind, always saying, “Hey, you can come to Vrindavana and stay here 
for a while and augment the kirtan with us.” I was always saying, “Yeah 
man! That is going to be so cool one day.” Then last year I got news that 
Aindra passed away. 




Image by mlhradio via Flickr 



There is no tomorrow. There is only today. There is nothing else important but tasting my eternal relationship to Sri 
Krsna which is so easily and fully available in Hari-Nama-Sankirtan. There is nothing else to desire or lament. I only 
desire deeper and more Nama-Sankirtana, I only lament my lack of the same. 

Sankirtan. . . In that word the “San” part implies being involved with other people. When there are a lot of people 
doing the same thing - the power of that thing increases. Baseball games are more fun with a big enthusiastic crowd, 
concerts with 1 uninterested atendee are really depressing, but with a room packed full of sincere fans the place goes 
nuts almost before the first song starts. SAN-kirtan means having a crowd of people doing the Nama-kirtana. 

Where will I find such a crowd of fans of Krsna-nama? Aindra is now no more. He has abandoned that identity and 
is someone else now, somewhere else. Is it possible to find him somewhere? Is it possible that others can play a 
similar role. Without Aindra Ji, where is the SAN in sankirtan? Aindra alone accounted for a Yankee Stadium full of 
enthusiastic devotees singing the names of Krsna. Now that he is gone, the stadium feels like a ghost town. Soda and 
beer is spilled all over the sticky stands, and paper garbage lazily blows across the neglected field. The temples are 
silent all day long, a tape recorder laments its constant overuse. 

Dear Sri Krsna!!! Please send us again your devotees who are IN LOVE with your sweet names. Please put them in 
places and circumstances where they can loudly, sweetly and sincerely chant and sing and dance. And he Hari, 
please put me somewhere in range of the echoes of their voices. 
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Spiritually sad, as always it seems, 



Dukhi Vraja Kishor dasa 



Share this: 




More 



P 

Posted on February 25, 2011 

Grow Up, World 



ou would think that having grown a bit past the age 

of, say, 1 4 the fascination with the anatomy of our bodies would wear off. 
But for the vast majority of human society - perhaps for the vast majority within the 
individual consciousness of each and every one of us - this just doesn’t happen. 




Image by FaceMePLS 
via Flickr 



Men keep on being obsessed with the discovery that they are men, and showing it to the world by flexing their 
muscles. Women keep on being obsessed with the discovery that they are women, and showing it to the world by 
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posing and primping and bearing their nipples. 

I don’t know - shouldn’t this behavior have worn off on us a bit after we really discovered our genders? You know 
say, 13 years old? Maybe 14. OK maybe 16 or even 18? No? 

There are far too many people sticking their tits in the public eye. Yeah, yeah - it’s not always naked tits. But it 
always boils down to tits. Tits and Ass. It’s as if that not only defines the womanliness of woman bearing them, but 
also defines the manliness of the man drooling over them. It’s just too much. Every time we see it, it pulls us 
backward. De -evolves us. Pulls us back to puberty. 

Seriously, puberty was pretty fucked up. I’d rather move on. 

We have a human society on Earth right now of 20, 30, 40, 50, even 60 year old teenagers. And the 70 years olds 
pass their short remaining time just lamenting that they are not 40 any more - those where the days when they could 
still pull off imitating the teenagers showing their beautiful new tits and lusting over them with their newly functional 
mainly muscle. 

I’m not calling anyone evil or a devil. I am an evil devil. Hell, for a while I even earned a living helping people 
broadcast tits. I am not preaching, just speaking up. Having been on all sides of the spectrum from the monastery to 
the tits-industry and having seen it all my conclusion is that it is really not a good thing for humanity to keep teenage 
hormones going for 50 years. 

Besides being “not good” it is really boring. Sex is awesome, I can agree with that. But we are not even exploring sex 
in a grown up way! What to speak of exploring anything beyond the realm of physical pleasures and gratifications. It is 
boring, it makes for a very boring society - for anyone who doesn’t have a pile of hormones kicked into turbo mode 
by viagra or whatever. We need more art, science, music, philosophy, dance, and culture that is not centered on 
newly discovering or rediscovering our basic gender anatomies. 

In a way, our inability to grow past puberty speaks to the profound magnitude of 
the pull exerted on our psyche by what is originally the parakiya-ujjvala-rasa of Sri 
Sri Radha-Krishna. The fascination with lawless unbounded new idyllic discovery 
of erotic romance is a thirst fundamental to the spiritual substance of who and 
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what we really are at our highest height of purity! Yet the tree of reality reflected 
on the pond of illusion winds up being upside down - roots up and branches 
down, or “legs up heads down” to put it in a vulgar way. That which is in reality 
the highest branch of the most enlightening and liberating thing - the parakiya- 
ujjvala-rasa of Sri Sri Radha-Krsna, the original cause of our facination with being 
men and women - when reflected on the pond of illusion, becomes the lowest part 
of the image. 




Image by ISKCON desire tree 
via Flickr 



By “low” I mean, retrogressive, de-evolved, un-special, base, and not-that-great. 

The real medicine to this boring zombie -teenage culture we have is more art, science, dance, music, and culture that 
discovers and rediscovers the transcendental love affairs of the divine couple. Meanwhile, “enjoy” Lady Gaga and 
the countless permutations of the same that are sure to follow when her tits (and her style of flaunting them) get a 
little too old to keep in the game. 



Share this: 




More 



P 

Posted on March 3, 2010 8 Comments 

Respect is fo_r the Weak 

So here’s what happened. I posted on the 108 
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Facebook Page a picture of torture conducted during the Spanish 
inquisition. Someone from France (which is only important because this 
person is not fluent in English, yet will jump to conclusions regarding my use of 
that language) got insulted. Someone else who is a Krishna devotee 
also got perplexed, and others felt “sad” at the way the ensuing 
debate proceeded. 



Which leads you to ask, How did the ensuing debate proceed, right? 

Glad you asked. I’ll tell you later. 

First let me answer a different question you are sure to have: Why did you do that? Why did you post that picture on the 108 
page? 



WHY I DID IT 



I’ll tell you why. 

108 is a “religious band” - whether the members of 108 like it that 
way or not. We are a band which deals with subjects and topics 
which the ordinary human being thoroughly connects to religion. 
Therefore the topic of religion is highly relevant to 108. 

I was writing an article about the (de)evolution of astrology in the 
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Western world, and I came to the topic of the effect of the 
Church’s repression of astrologers. This led me to the Inquisition 
era and theme, and Google presented me with a whole slew of gut- 
wrenching (literally) images. When I saw these I felt that such a gigantic crime had been committed by religion on 
humanity. Therefore I commented on it on the 108 page. 



Why? 

Because people think we are a “religious” band. And therefore people better know clear and straight exactly what 
our opinions are about “religion.” 



RESPECT ALL RELIGIONS 




You still there? Still wondering how that debate went? 

It started off by people saying that we should be more respectful of 
other people’s religions. How in God’s holy name is posting a 
picture of the Spanish inquisition disrespectful of a religion????????? 
I posted a picture of the Spanish Inquisition and people are 
inferring that I am making an insult to Christianity? 
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Well, yes, fuck yes. Even if I didn’t mean it that way in the first place, allow me to now take this golden opportunity 
to insult the fuck out of Christianity - the religion which literally raped, tormented, and tortured thousands upon 
thousands of people for years and years and years on end — because those people had bad brains - they had “incorrect 
ideas”. FUCK THAT. 

Now, let me be fair. An insult to Christianity does not mean that I don’t have plenty of insults up my sleeves for all 
the other religions, including for the holier-than-thou bigot caste -system mongers of the closest thing there is to “my 
own religion” — Hinduism. 

So I posted another picture and explained: 108 will never “respect” this type of repression - regardless if it be imposed by priests, 
rabbis, brahmins, mullahs, teachers, police, kings, or bankers!!! 



WHAT NAZIS AND CHRISTIANS DON'T HAVE IN COMMON 



People seem to think that posting a picture of the Inquisition is 
an insult to my neighbor who is a Christian (even though thank 
god more or less since moving to Japan I don’t have such 
neighbors, hehehe). Please heed this newsflash: it’s not. 

But let’s just say, for now, that it is. 

This possibility - that I was insulting Christians - really got the 
French guy mad! In retaliation, he asked if he could call me a 
Nazi because my grandpa’s family owned slaves. 

Well, to be clear it was my grandma’s family who owned slaves, but that’s really going off on a tangent. Secondly, 
Nazi’s killed Jews and Homosexuals - they weren’t in the slaving business per se. But let’s overlook that little 
historical pimple and just rephrase the objection as: can I call you a nazi because your great grandpa was Hitler ? Or, Can I 
call you a racist because your great grandma owned slaves ? 




This is "Respectful", BTW 



https://vicdl08.wordpress.com/?s=fuck[9/10/15, 3:39:27 PM] 




fuck I Search Results I The Enquirer 



The answer, really, is “yes” - conditionally. The condition is whether or not I still hold a major portion of the same 
beliefs and attitudes as my great grandpa or grandma. If I was Hitler’s great grandson and I still maintained the same 
basic set of beliefs which he held, then yes, you should correctly call me a Nazi, please. Or if I still hold the same 
basic set of beliefs and attitudes about “Negros” that Grandma Jean’s family held - then yes, you can aptly call me a 
Racist. 

In fact, even if I have no relationship to Grandma Jean or Grandpa Hitler - you can still call me a racist or a nazi if 
I hold the same basic ideas and beliefs as they. 

This is really why you are sort of right if you feel that broadcasting a picture of the Inquisition is a threat and an 
offense against modern Christians. Because the majority of the beliefs and ideologies held by the majority of modern 
Christians across the world are significantly similar to the beliefs and ideologies of Christians from the middle ages. 

Jesus is still God. The Church is still those only way to get to Jesus. And the Priest is the representative of the 
Church, therefore Jesus, therefore God to you. So you better listen up. Essentially the bible, church, and priest are 
the ones with the power - not you or me. 

Yeah, yeah yeah, The Church doesn’t conduct inquisitions today. Blah blah blah. 

Guess what doll. . . it’s because they can’t. 

Not because they wouldn’t. 



HATRED FOR ONE AND ALL WITHOUT DISCRIMINATION 



So what, do I hate you because you like Jesus? 

No. Actually I can see from many facets how Jesus is sort of really cool and spiritual and 
interesting to me too. 
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What is up with the hypersensitivity? 



It’s a sign of weakness, friends. 



Spiritual weakness. 



Even he has problems, 
though he's pretty damn 
cool! (HOT) 



I thoroughly hate the people who have inquisitional minds — be they Catholic, Protestant, 
Christian, Muslim, Jewish, Hindu, Buddhist, whatever. And for Christ’s long haired sake 
please don’t be so silly to think that religions have a monopoly on being terrible. I hate 
the repression of thought in China by the atheistic communist government with the 



same umbrella of hatred under which those photos of the inquisition are sheltered. 



I don’t discriminate in the distribution of my hatred, nor my love and respect. 



You know what I think is respectable? 



Strong ideas. 



Ideas that are not afraid of insults. 



Ideas that have strength and can exercise those strengths in a. fight. Ideas that withhold against debate, verification, 
etc. Ideas, hypothesis which stand in line and face the experiments — and submit to the data. 

I guess in this way you could call me a SPIRITUAL SCIENTIST. 



Share this: 




More 
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BOOKS BY VRAJA 
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VRAJA BY EMAIL / SUBSCRIPTION 



Enter your email address to subscribe to Vraja's blog. You'll get new posts by email. 



Join 612 other followers 



Subscribe! 



VRAJA BY RSS 
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• RSS - Posts 
■ RSS - Comments 



BOOKS BY VRAJA 
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SOCIAL VRAJA! 



> Vraja on Facebook 

• Vraja on YouTube 

• Vraja on Twitter 



SEARCH VRAJA'S BLOG 



fuck 
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BOOKS BY VRAJA 




These books, and a more complete list and info, are available at VrajaKishor.com 



Vraja's Books on Astrology (Written as "Vic DiCara") are available at VicDiCara.com 



Blog at WordPrcss.com. The Libretto Theme. 
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